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CLAIMED BY THE IRISH WOLF SHIFTER 


As soon as he sees her he knows she is destined to be his... 


Irish mobster Aiden Killanney is hiding a dark secret, but 
it’s time to reveal it when he sets eyes on the woman who is 
destined to be his mate...for life. The only problem? She’s 
his best friend’s daughter. 


Aisling O’Connor is sick of living in her father’s shadow and 
longing to explore life. She’s never even had a boyfriend. So 
when dark and brooding Aiden Killanney prowls into her 
life he looks like freedom. But Aisling may be 
underestimating just how dangerous he really is... 


*Claimed By The Irish Wolf Shifter is a SHORT insta- 
everything standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no 
cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Wake up to a free, new, original story on 
Easter morning by joining my 
mailing list and staying subscribed. 


Click here >> Get a FREE book for Easter 


CHAPTER ONE 


“Welcome to America.” Tommy O’Connor grins at me as I 
get into his car. “How was your flight?” 


“Long,” I reply shortly. I don’t like flying. I’m part wolf, and I 
belong on the ground, in the wild under the moon, not 
above the clouds in a gravity defying metal bird. 


Tommy grins again and slaps me on the back. 
“It’s good to see you Aiden. It’s been too long.” 


“Tt has,” I nod. Tommy has been my friend and sort of 
mentor for some years, as well as a useful contact on the 
other side of the Atlantic. It is good to see him. 
Unfortunately, this isn’t just a social visit. I’m here to help 
set up a trade deal between the Italian Mafia, the Irish- 
American Mob, and the Irish Mafia. This consists mainly of 
me and my two triplet brothers. We run Dublin, and do our 
best to keep the trash out and our dealings away from 
civilians. Although we’ve been having some trouble lately 


with a rival gang - the O’Donnell’s - I’m confident we can 
handle it. 


The Killanneys are not to be messed with. Since Uncle 
Padraic died operations are run jointly between Brendan, 
myself and Cormac, though as the oldest by all of two 
minutes Cormac does throw his weight around on occasion. 
I’m surprised he didn’t take this job himself, but then 
Cormac hates flying even more than I do. 


“Hopefully we’ll get the time to have a bit of a whiskey and 
a catch-up while I’m here,” I suggest. Tommy frowns. 


“Yeah you’d think so, but I’m going to be away tomorrow 
night. Some business to sort out with the Chinese, and I 
can’t take you with me; they don’t like new faces. So you'll 
have to amuse yourself. At least it means Aisling won’t be on 
her own all night. You do remember Aisling?” 


I nod. The last time I saw Tommy’s young daughter she was 
about ten, with braces and thick glasses. “How old is she 
now?” I ask, imagining a spotty teen. 


“Twenty,” Tommy says, surprising me. The years have gone 
faster than I realized. “She’s looking forward to seeing you 
again. She used to follow you around as a kid, remember?” 


I nod, not wanting to admit that no, I don’t remember at all. 
I must have only met the girl a handful of times. 


We drive past two women on the sidewalk and Tommy leers 
out of the window. 


“Look at that,” he says with appreciation. When I don’t, he 
raises an eyebrow at me. “You got a girl yet?” 


“No one special,” I murmur. I can’t tell him the truth, 
because he doesn’t know what I really am. Like regular 
wolves, werewolves mate for life, or so Uncle Padraic 


always told us. When we meet our mate, we'll know, and 
apparently - assuming they agree of course - we can mark 
them with a bite. Which sounds appealing except for the 
fact that I’ve never met a woman I wanted to spend more 
than a night with, never mind my whole life. 


“Well a good-looking guy like yourself, I’m not surprised. 
The ladies must be falling all over you,” Tommy says with a 
hearty laugh. I shrug. I’m aware of the effect I tend to have 
on women - with my heightened senses I can practically 
smell the lust on them - but it’s rarely reciprocated and 
never lasts. I haven’t been with a woman in a while. 


“How about yourself?” I ask, changing the subject. 


“I’m the same, no one special. Since Aisling’s ma died I’ve 
not wanted to replace her, you know?” A rare glimpse of 
vulnerability comes across Tommy’s face, to be replaced by 
another leer as a blonde with ridiculously large tits walks 
past as we stop at a light. I roll my eyes, but with affection. 
Tommy’s a good guy. 

Unless you’re his enemy, of course. 

We get to Tommy’s house, a large and flashy five-bedroom 
estate on the outskirts of Chicago. It’s as opulent as I 
remember, rich looking and a bit brash, much like Tommy 


himself. He leads me into the kitchen where he immediately 
pours himself a gin. 


“Want one?” 
“Trish whiskey for me Tommy.” 


“What else? Ah, here she is,” Tommy’s face and voice soften 
as he looks at someone over my shoulder. “Princess, you 
remember Aiden?” 


“Of course,” comes a soft, husky voice, entirely different to 
the one I was expecting. I turn round, expecting to see an 
older version of the nerdy kid that I remember. 


Holy shit. I pick my jaw up off the floor as I take her in, 
feeling my cock twitch in my pants. She’s stunning, with soft 
buttery blonde hair, huge blue eyes, full lips and a body 
that’s impossible not to imagine naked. All woman, with big 
tits and juicy hips and thighs in a floral dress that clings to 
all the right places. 


“Nice to see you again,” I say in a clipped voice, trying to 
stop myself from staring. The last thing I want is for Tommy 
to see that I’ve got a hard on for his daughter. I’m not 
scared of Tommy - I’m not scared of anyone, even my 
brothers - but I think a lot of him. Not to mention that a 
feud with our Irish-American contacts is the last thing we 
need. 


But I can’t deny I want her, and as she steps towards me 
and leans in to give me a polite kiss on the cheek, two 
things happen that nearly knock me off my feet. 


Firstly, I smell the desire on her and know that she wants 
me just as much as I want her. If that wasn’t enough of a 
recipe for trouble...it gets worse than that. 


I feel the wolf in me react to her with a sudden fierce 
knowing and sense of possession. She’s mine. 


And I have to have her, no matter what trouble it might 
cause. 


Because regardless of whose daughter Aisling O’Connor 
might be, my senses are screaming an unavoidable truth at 
me. 


I’ve finally found my mate. 


CHAPTER TWO 


A isling 


Oh. My. God. 


As I lean in to kiss Aiden Killanney’s cheek, desire washes 
over me like a warm flood of liquid heat. I practically have 
to tear myself away from him before I jump into his arms 
and beg him to rip my clothes off. He smells incredible, as if 
someone has bottled the scent of pure testosterone. Eau de 
Male. 


By the way his eyes linger on mine and then sweep slowly 
up and down my body I think for just a moment that the 
intense attraction is mutual, but then his expression 
hardens and he steps away with no more than a polite nod. 


In all fairness to him, he is standing right next to my father, 
who thankfully doesn’t seem to have noticed that there’s 
anything wrong. Given that my dad still treats me like I’m 
twelve, that’s not such a surprise. At twenty I have never 
had a boyfriend, partly because I’ve never met a guy who 
intrigued me enough, but also because Dad wraps me up in 
a bubble. 


That and everyone is probably too scared of him to even try. 
He does his best to keep me completely insulated from his 
‘business dealings’ but I’m not stupid. The O’Connor’s are a 
prominent Irish Mob family, and I’m the resident princess. 


The Killanney brothers, from what I’ve heard, might just be 
the only people my Dad views as equals in his world and 
looking at Aiden I can see why. Power just seems to radiate 
from him, along with that raw sexiness that makes parts of 
my lower body tighten instantly. He’s also huge, in a body 
builder kind of way, with thighs like barrels and arms that 
look like he could bench press a small truck. I wonder if 
he’s on steroids, although he doesn’t have that artificial 
look that most bodybuilders seem to have. Not that I have 
any experience of men’s bodies, of course. But I would 
certainly love to experience his. 


“T’ve got overnight business tomorrow,” Dad says, knocking 
back a drink, still totally oblivious. “Which is shit timing in 
one way Princess, but in another at least I won’t have to 
leave you on your own. You don’t mind a spot of babysitting 
do you Aiden?” 


He slaps Aiden on the back. Aiden glances at me and for 
just a second I see heat flash in his eyes as he quickly looks 
me up and down. I swear his eyes linger on my breasts and 
thighs as my skin tingles in response. 


“Not at all,” he says in his accented drawl. It’s a voice I can 
imagine whispering dirty things into my ear...My mind 
draws a complete blank as I try to imagine what exactly 
those dirty things would be. Who am I trying to kid? I 
wouldn’t even know where to start...but I would like to find 
out. 


Flustered I turn away from them both and go to the fridge. 
I’m suddenly hungry alright, though it’s not for food, but 
I’m hoping the cold will soothe my now flaming cheeks 


before my dad notices there is something wrong. It’s 
testament to the fact that he still thinks I’m a little girl, that 
it doesn’t even occur to him that there might be a good 
reason not to leave me alone with a guy that looks like 
Aiden Killanney. 


I reach for a tub of yoghurt just as my dad’s phone rings 
and the noise startles me so that I drop the tub, creamy 
yoghurt splashing all over our expensive tiled kitchen floor. 
Dad just shakes his head at me as he answers the call and 
takes the phone out of the room and I blush, feeling like a 
clumsy schoolgirl as I reach for a cloth to wipe it up. 


“Are you wanting some help?” Aiden asks, sounding faintly 
amused. I shake my head furiously, not looking at him as I 
bend over to clean up. No wonder Dad isn’t worried about 
leaving him alone with me, I think. Aiden probably thinks 
I’m just a silly girl too. 


But as I straighten up I catch Aiden’s eyes on me...on my 
ass. Our eyes meet and the heat that flares in his takes my 
breath away. It’s a look of lust yes but there’s something 
more too...almost of possession. I gasp, but then the look is 
gone and he raises his glass to his lips as though nothing 
has happened. I’m left holding a cloth covered in yoghurt 
wondering if I imagined the whole thing. I finish cleaning 
up, muttering to myself to get a grip. 


Dad comes back into the kitchen, putting his phone back 
into his pocket. His eyes go straight to Aiden. 


“Rizzi wants to bring the meet forward.” 
“T thought it was tonight?” 


“Tt was. Now it’s in half an hour.” I have no idea who Rizzi is 
or what their meeting is about - and neither do I want to - 
but my father sounds pissed off. Aiden raises an eyebrow. 


“Ts he usually this demanding? Tell him to wait.” 


My father looks even more annoyed, as though he thinks 
Aiden is challenging his authority. And maybe he is. Aiden 
has been here less than half an hour but it’s been long 
enough for me to pick up on the fact that he doesn’t speak 
to the great Tommy O’Connor in the way he’s used to. Aiden 
doesn’t seem to be frightened of my father at all. 


The thought makes me tingle. How long have I been waiting 
for a man who isn’t frightened of my father? 


“We don’t have long to get this sorted. You’re only here for 
a few days,” Dad counters. “Best if we just go and see what 
the problem is.” 


Aiden just shrugs as though he doesn’t care one way or the 
other. He knocks back the rest of his drink in one gulp and 
sets his glass down on the counter, then nods to me before 
walking out of the room. Dad ruffles my hair and kisses me 
on the forehead and I try not to show my impatience. I 
know he’s just being affectionate - and he’s been 
ridiculously overprotective ever since Mom died - but does 
he still really think I’m twelve? I smile dutifully. I know it’s 
only because Aiden is here that I’m suddenly acutely aware 
of my womanhood. 


“Sorry to rush off early Princess. But now we can get pizzas 
when I get back? Watch a movie maybe?” 


I smile, feeling a rush of affection. He does try his best. 
“Okay Dad.” I watch him go, wondering how the hell I’m 
going to get through movie night and pizza with Aiden 
sitting there. Maybe he’ll go to his room. 


I feel hot and sticky and go upstairs, deciding to have a bath 
to kill time, knowing that I won’t be able to stop thinking 
about Aiden and trying to decipher the way he was looking 


at me...like he wants me, I’m sure of it. The thought makes 
my heart race even as I’m not sure whether I believe it. He 
must have women falling all over him every day of the 
week...or probably a girlfriend. What would he want with 
chubby, inexperienced little me? 


I run myself a bubble bath and add a musky smelling 
essential oil, and as the smell rises up with the heat I think 
of Aiden’s scent as I leaned in and kissed his cheek. The 
pulse between my legs quickens as I think about the fact 
that he will be sleeping here tonight, just a few feet down 
the hall...and tomorrow not only will he be here, but my Dad 
won’t...I let my dress and underwear fall to the floor and I 
see my nipples are pink and stiff at the thought of what 
could happen. As I step into the bath and sink back into the 
warm water I know I shouldn’t be thinking like this...he’s 
my dad’s friend, well over ten years older than me and I’m 
sure not remotely interested. And yet I remember the way 
his eyes swept down my body, almost as though his gaze 
could undress me. 


My whole body tingles at the thought and my breasts ache 
to be touched. I watch as my nipples stiffen even more, 
their tips poking through the cloudy foam of bubbles. 
Closing my eyes I imagine Aiden taking one of them gently 
in his mouth as I start to run my hands over my body, 
pinching a nipple and gasping as I visualize Aiden nibbling 
and kissing at the sensitive nub of skin. 


My clit aches in response to my fantasy and I give in to the 
urge to touch myself and run a hand down over the soft 
curve of my belly and in between my thighs. Even through 
the bath water I can feel how wet, slick and silky my pussy 
is between my folds. I think about how it would feel if my 
hand was Aiden’s hand, bigger and rougher than my light 
touch, imagining it’s his fingers that are now circling my 
throbbing clit and tweaking my nipples. I hear myself moan 


as I imagine him looking at me with those intense green 
eyes and asking me in that soft Irish burr if he can kiss my 


pussy. 


Even though it’s only happening in my mind I feel myself 
flush with heat. I’ve always been intrigued about what it 
would feel like to have a man’s mouth there, in my mind the 
tip of my finger is in fact Aiden’s tongue as I rub my clit ina 
fast, rhythmic motion. I can feel the inside of my pussy 
throbbing and little shocks of pleasure seem to pass 
between my nipples and my clit as I think about him looking 
up at me as he tastes me. 


I want to make myself wait and savor the feeling so I slow 
down my movements, keeping myself deliciously on the 
edge. But I’m so close that I take my fingers off my clit and 
slip one gently inside myself instead, feeling my inner walls 
clench around my finger as though welcoming me in. 
Welcoming Aiden in. I hear myself moan again, my voice 
loud against the tiled walls and I feel a rush of my own 
wetness against my hand. I move my finger inside myself 
and then add another, gently stretching the tight walls of 
my pussy as I wonder what it would feel like to have Aiden 
push himself into me, taking me for the first time. Making 
me his. Wondering how big he is and imagining him going 
slowly as he takes my virginity, gazing down at me with 
those sexy green eyes. Such a deep longing fills my body 
that I buck against myself, splashing water and bubbles 
over the edge of the bath. I bite my lip as I writhe under my 
own touch, the touch that I so desperately wish was his, 
feeling my orgasm building. I wish Aiden was here, above 
me, really fucking me with that hard, strong body, getting 
ready to come inside me. The thought tips me over the edge 
and I climax, pushing my hand into my mouth to keep from 
screaming as my body shudders with a pleasure so intense 
it rips the breath from my body. 


When the shuddering stops I relax back into the water, 
endorphins flooding my body. I feel warm and floaty, a 


satisfied smile on my face, but I know I’m not completely 
satisfied. 


Because I want more. I want Aiden. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


Back in Tommy’s car I stifle a yawn. After that long flight I 
could have used a decent rest. It’s only a few days past the 
full moon, which always fucks with my energy levels. During 
the rest of the month we can shift any time we like, but ona 
full moon we have no choice. Then my brothers and I are all 
wolf for as long as the moon is shining. 


I’ve never seen it as a curse, though family legend has it 
that it was because of a Druid curse that the oldest males in 
each generation of the Killanney family becomes a 
werewolf. As the older brother the last generation was 
Uncle Padraic. When my Ma had triplets no one was sure if 
all three of us or just Cormac would shift when we hit 
puberty, until suddenly there were three juvenile wolves 
running around. Now for the first time since the Killanney 
records began there is more than one wolf in a generation. 


Thinking of my family makes me homesick for Ireland. 
Dublin and the surrounding countryside is our land and our 


territory, and being all the way across the ocean is a 
strange feeling. 


Even stranger that I had to come all this way to set eyes on 
my mate. Because although I wish it wasn’t the case I know 
that Aisling O’Connor is mine. 


I just have to convince her - and Tommy - of that. 


“Aisling has grown up a lot,” I comment as Tommy drives, 
hoping that my voice doesn’t give my feelings away. Tommy 
just nods. 


“She’s an angel isn’t she? Looks so much like her mother.” 
Tommy sounds wistful again, and I think maybe I’m not the 
only one who has been on my own too long. 


“So tell me more about this Rizzi,” I change the subject. 
Tommy snorts loudly. 


“Thinks he’s a big don in the Italian mafia...truth is he’s a 
thug,” Tommy sneers. 


“Then why are we doing business with him?” I ask. 


“Because his family pretty much has the lock on the South 
American route we want to use. But it’s in his best interest 
to do a deal with us.” 


I nod. The sooner we get this over with the better. I’m 
dubious about the idea of getting too many players involved 
in our arms smuggling operations, but Cormac and Tommy 
seem to think this will make things easier in the long 
run...although the whole reason Cormac sent me here was 
so we could suss it out for ourselves. It’s not that I don’t 
trust Tommy - I would trust him with my life - but 
sometimes his ego gets in the way of making sensible 
decisions. 


“Do you do much business with the Italians?” I ask, purely 
out of curiosity. America is a melting pot of cultures, and so 
much bigger than Ireland, that I always feel out of place in 
the States. 


“Only if we have to. Better to keep it in the family, I always 


say.” 

I nod, and go back to staring out of the window. I feel 
restless and frustrated and I know it’s more than just jet 
lag. I can’t stop thinking about Aisling. Those golden waves, 
big blue eyes and that body...I thought I was going to 
explode in my pants when she bent over in the kitchen and 
the fabric of her dress clung deliciously to the generous 
curves of her ass. Curves I can just imagine sinking myself 
into. I wonder if she’s got a boyfriend...but I can’t ask 
Tommy. 


Not yet anyway. But if my instincts are right - and they’ve 
never yet been wrong - then sooner or later he’s going to 
have to know that his daughter is destined to be mine. 


Of course, first I have to convince Aisling. 


We pull up outside an expensive looking Italian restaurant. I 
follow Tommy as he gets out of the car, walks around the 
corner and enters through a back door. A huge guy in a 
badly tailored suit glares at us. 


“Tommy O’Connor. I’m here to see Rizzi.” 


The goon gives a nod and without a word disappears behind 
another door. We wait for a few minutes, and then he comes 
back out. 


“Mr. Rizzi will see you now.” He makes no attempt to pat us 
down for weapons, which is just as well seeing as I know 
Tommy has a sawn-off inside his jacket. Perhaps they’re 
expecting it. 


I don’t carry weapons, something that would no doubt panic 
Tommy. He doesn’t know that my speed, supernatural 
strength and canines are all the weapons I need. 


The fact that I’m more or less impervious to bullets doesn’t 
hurt either. I don’t know if the legend about silver bullets is 
true or not. So far no one has tried that one. 


I follow Tommy into a plush looking office. There are two 
more goons in the far corners of the room, both casually 
holding machine guns. No wonder they didn’t check us for 
weapons. I don’t think a machine gun would kill me, but it 
would definitely hurt. Next to me Tommy bristles and I 
know he finds the show of power disrespectful. 


Behind a small desk in a leather chair that looks to be too 
big for him, is a slight, dark eyed man who I can only 
assume is Rizzi. Slender and fine-boned, physically he is the 
complete opposite to his goons, but I still feel my hackles 
rise as I look at him, recognizing another predator when I 
see one. But if I’m a wolf then Rizzi is a snake. 


I don’t like him. I feel my fangs sharpen in my mouth and 
have to concentrate to retract them. My immediate reaction 
to this man tells me he’s dangerous, and I wonder how 
aware Tommy is of that. I’m used to dangerous men - I am 
one myself- but this is different. There’s a cold cruelty to 
this guy that means I wouldn’t be surprised to see him in a 
serial killer documentary in a few years or so. 


His eyes flicker to me. 
“And you are?” 


“He’s the Irish contact I told you about,” Tommy says, 
sounding pissed off again. 


“Aiden Killanney. Pleased to meet ya,” I say, trying to sound 
amiable. Rizzi nods at me, a flicker of surprise in his 


expression. 
“One of the Killanney brothers?” 
“Tam.” So he’s heard of us. Good 


Rizzi looks at Tommy finally and I see a glimpse of respect 
in his eyes. 


“T didn’t realize you were so well connected Mr. O’Connor,” 
he admits. Tommy grins at that. 


“Pm an Irish man,” he says as though that explains enough. 


“Indeed. Please, sit down.” He waves us into two chairs and 
I sit down, waiting for Tommy to do the talking. The sooner 
we are out of here the better. I want to get back to Aisling. 


Rizzi and Tommy confirm a few details, talking in an 
obviously coded way that annoys me. Maybe they’re 
worried about FBI bugs. I’m used to being more 
straightforward, and I listen impatiently until Rizzi finally 
turns his attention to me. 


“So you’re at the other end of the chain Mr. Killanney?” 


“You could put it like that,” I say with a yawn. “Nothing 
comes in or out of Ireland that we don’t know about.” I tap 
my foot impatiently, thinking that this meeting could as 
easily have been done over the phone, rather than this 
whole dick swinging exercise. Rizzi doesn’t impress me and 
is doing nothing but annoying Tommy. I wonder if that’s his 
intention. 


Finally, we stand and leave, shaking hands. Rizzi’s hand is 
cold and surprisingly clammy and I fight the urge to recoil. 


“So we'll reconvene in a few days to arrange the first 
shipment,” Tommy confirms. “Then Aiden will go back and 
take care of things on his end.” 


I nod and we leave, walking past the gorilla in the bad suit. 
I breathe a sigh of relief as we get back into Tommy’s car. 


“You don’t like him?” Tommy says with a grin as we pull off. 
“I don’t. He seems...slimy.” 


Tommy shrugs. “Oh well, not like we have to have him over 
for dinner is it son? Let’s get home...I’m hungry. Are you 
hungry?” 


I nod, thinking of Aisling, and how the hell I’m going to get 
through this evening without Tommy noticing I’m after 
claiming his only daughter. 


By the time we get back it’s twilight and Aisling greets us in 
the lounge in a white robe with her hair wrapped up in a 
towel. She smells like some kind of musky perfume and my 
senses feel like they’re on fire, overwhelmed with the smell 
and sight of her. The minute her eyes touch mine I see the 
desire in them...her pupils are dilated and her pulse 
working in her throat. I tear my eyes away and sit on the 
farthest chair away from her, leaving Tommy to sit on the 
couch with her. I sense her disappointment and it makes me 
ache for her...to tell her how much I want her...but the only 
way I can get through tonight without giving the game 
away to Tommy is to keep as far away from her as possible. 


It’s torture. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


A isling 


Breakfast is unbearable. Dad keeps up his usual patter, 
reminiscing about when he was a young man and Aiden a 
kid who used to come over with his uncle...apparently he 
had his first beer with my father. As sweet as it is to hear 
him recalling his youth, all he’s doing is reminding me how 
unobtainable Aiden is and all the reasons I shouldn’t want 
him the way I do...like, he’s one of Dad’s best friends. He’s 
more than ten years older than me. He lives an entire 
continent away. And just like my father, he’s part of a very 
scary criminal network. These are all really good reasons to 
not sit here drooling into my croissants trying desperately 
not to make my desire for him obvious. And yet, although 
Aiden barely glances at me I’m sure he’s fully aware of my 
every movement. There’s a watchfulness about him this 
morning, and more than once I catch him staring at me 
over the rim of his coffee cup, his eyes dark and 
unreadable. 


I swear the way he looked at me yesterday was the look of a 
man who’s seen exactly what he wants...but then the 


expression was gone and his eyes back to that opaque thing 
that they do. As if he’s got a Jot of secrets. 


My dad leaves for his trip...he never tells me exactly what 
he’s doing or where he’s going and I suspect I don’t want to 
know... after giving me a squeeze and a whole list of things 
not to do. None of them include jumping on Aiden and 
begging him to rip my clothes off. Aiden walks out to the car 
with him and I hear them talking in hushed voices. 
Business. It makes me think...do I really want a man who’s 
in the same game as my father? I’ve always longed for a 
semi-normal life. 


But then Aiden comes back into the house and it hits me 
again just how goddamned hot he is. I’m drawn to him as 
though my whole body is now orientated towards him. I 
swallow and look away as he just gazes at me without 
saying a word. Unlike my father, he’s not the most talkative 
of men. 


“Tommy said something about getting you to show me 
around,” he says nonchalantly. 


“Sure. What would you like to see?” The only places I tend 
to go in town are the shops, the library and the beauty 
salon. I’m not convinced Aiden will care much about any of 
those places. 


He just shrugs. “Whatever you like.” 


“There’s a really nice park?” I suggest. I get the impression 
he might be the outdoors type...there’s something almost 
primal about him. I do see a flicker of interest in his eyes. 


“That sounds good.” 


He follows me into the car, and in my smart two-seater he 
seems too huge for the space and I’m aware of how close 
we are. He stares out of the window as I drive. 


“I hear Ireland is beautiful,” I say, more to start a 
conversation than anything else. 


“It is. You’ve never been?” He sounds surprised. I shake my 
head, and can’t help thinking about him taking me there. 
With him. I think my father might even be pleased if I met 
an Irishman. 


“Pd like to. My parents were always going to take me 
but...well after Mom died Dad never mentioned it again. I 
think it reminds him of her too much...it’s where they met.” 


He nods, and when he speaks there’s a note of empathy in 
his voice that I’m not expecting. 


“It’s hard, that sort of loss. I lost both my parents, and was 
brought up by my uncle. But at least I had my brothers...we 
got through it together. It must have been hard being an 
only child.” 


I nod quickly, feeling a lump in my throat. It was seven 
years ago but sometimes it seems like yesterday. I glance at 
Aiden, feeling his eyes on me, and there’s a raw emotion in 
his eyes that makes my stomach flip. It’s the first time since 
he arrived that he seems to have let his guard down. I turn 
my eyes back to the road, feeling flustered. What is it about 
this man that he has this effect on me? 


We’re five minutes away from the park when the heavens 
open and it starts raining, big, fat drops that my wipers 
can’t get rid of fast enough. I pull over and look at Aiden. 
He looks amused. 


“The park isn’t looking like such a great idea now,” I say. 


“Tt isn’t,” he says casually. Then he leans towards me 
Slightly, his eyes suddenly intense. “Can you think of 
something else we can do?” 


I swallow, my mouth dry. His face is just inches from mine. 
Before I can answer, he continues in a low voice that makes 
something tighten deep inside me. “Because I would be 
happy to just sit here and stare at you. You’re a beautiful 
woman, Aisling.” 


My mouth drops open, and all I can do is stammer “ Really?” 
as his eyes flick up and down my body. 


“Really,” he says in a low, husky tone that is almost a growl, 
his eyes darkening and narrowing with what unmistakably 
looks like desire. “Here, let me show you.” He leans towards 
me and my breath catches in my throat as he cups my face 
in his large, rough hands. They feel just how I imagined 
they would the other night in the bath, and as he bends his 
head towards mine I feel the pulse between my thighs 
fluttering wildly. My nipples stiffen and a shock of pleasure 
that’s almost electric goes through me as his lips brush 
mine. 


His mouth is warm and he kisses me hungrily, his tongue 
slipping into my mouth and exploring it as he puts an arm 
around me and pulls me roughly into him. I place a hand 
against his chest and stroke him, feeling the hard muscles 
of his pecs under his shirt. I want him to take it off, to see 
that amazing body naked, just the thought has me moaning 
into his mouth. 


I can feel my pussy getting wet, making my panties damp, 
and I’m stunned at how aroused I am just from his kiss. His 
hand moves from my waist up to the nape of my neck and 
he buries it in my hair and tugs lightly. My whole scalp 
tingles and it turns me on in a way I wouldn’t have thought 
possible. This is more intense than I could have 
imagined...my whole body is warm and throbbing, melting 
just from the touch of his lips. I know that if he asked I 
would happily let him take me here and now. As if reading 


my mind he deepens his kiss and then nibbles on my lower 
lip, pulling it lightly between his teeth before moving his 
mouth down from my lips to my neck. My skin burns where 
he kisses it and I feel dizzy with desire. I groan; gasping out 
his name, then have to stop myself from squealing in 
frustration as he pulls away. 


He looks at me, his expression unreadable. 


“I’m sorry,” he says, not sounding sorry at all. “I don’t want 
to do this here. But feck Aisling I was thinking about doing 
that all night.” 


I blush, my tummy fluttering as I think about him thinking 
about me. So he does want me then, as much as I want him. 
My breath comes in ragged pants as he stares at me and for 
a minute I think he’s going to kiss me again, but then he 
leans over and starts the engine. I sit back in my seat 
feeling dazed, as my body throbs with desire. My lips feel 
almost bruised from the roughness of his kiss...and I like the 
feeling. 


I drive us back home and try not to think about what will 
surely come next. We have the house to ourselves...and I 
know I want this more than I’ve ever wanted anything. 


But I also know that means I will have to tell him I’m a 
virgin. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


A isling 


As I put the key into the lock Aiden stands so close behind 
me that I can feel the heat from his body, or perhaps I’m 
confusing that with mine as every nerve ending feels like 
it’s on fire. I don’t speak as he follows me into the dining 
room. I want him so badly that I don’t want anything to 
spoil this moment, but I know I have to tell him. 


He stands behind me as I put my bag and coat on the table 
and places a hand lightly on my hip. “Aisling,” he says, 
“come here.” 


I turn round and then I’m in his arms, which is exactly 
where I want to be. 


I can feel him rock hard length against my thigh through 
his jeans as he buries his hands in my hair and pulls my face 
towards his. “I want you Aisling,” he growls and I feel 
myself get wet just at his words. “I want you too,” I gasp, 
my voice thick with desire. And I do, I know that right now 
I’m so turned on I would happily let him take me right here 


over the table, even if it’s not quite how I’ve always 
imagined my first time. 


I have to tell him. It’s not fair to him to let him continue not 
knowing I’m a virgin. Hell, the way I’ve practically thrown 
myself at him he probably assumes I’m super experienced. I 
hope he’s not disappointed. 


But I don’t say anything. Instead I crush my lips to his, 
responding to his passion with a hunger that’s all my own. 
He inhales sharply and his hands squeeze me tighter to him 
so that my body is pressed up against his, my breasts 
crushed up against his chest and my thigh rubbing against 
his cock. I can feel him get even harder and my clit throbs. 
He feels huge and I wonder if it will hurt, although I’m so 
wet now that I doubt it. Already I feel ready for him, my 
breath coming in pants. I never even knew it was possible 
to be this turned on. A small voice in the back of my mind 
tells me to slow this down, that I have to tell him the truth 
before we go any further, but I’m melting in his arms and 
can’t seem to string a logical thought together. His tongue 
teases mine and I moan into his mouth, grabbing his ass 
and pushing my hips into his. It’s as though some other 
woman has taken over my body...one that knows exactly 
what she wants and needs. 


Aiden moves his mouth from mine down to my neck, one 
hand squeezing the back of my neck as he nips across my 
collarbone and the sensitive skin at my throat. He pauses 
there and bites me gently and it makes my whole body 
tingle with lust. He makes a low growling sound deep in his 
throat again, as though he’s part animal as well as all man. 
There’s something almost feral about him and it seems to 
awaken a matching need in me that’s almost primal. 


The hand at my neck slides down and round my ribs to run 
over my breasts and even through the fabric of my cotton 


blouse my nipples ache unbearably, my breasts heavy and 
throbbing for his touch. Slowly he kisses down from my 
collarbone to the V between my breasts that just shows 
above my breasts and without thinking I curl a hand into his 
hair and arch my back, pushing myself towards him. I want 
his mouth on my body. 


Aiden starts to unbutton my blouse with an expert hand and 
I help him get me out of it, flinging it onto the table behind 
us. He looks down at me and his eyes darken as he runs his 
hands over the cups of my bra. Thankfully I’ve put nice 
underwear on; cream lace that pushes my boobs up to their 
full roundness, and I see the approval in his eyes as he pulls 
the cups down and my breasts bounce free into his hands. 


“You’ve got a beautiful set of tits,” he says in a rough voice 
as he bends his head and takes one into his mouth. His 
crude words and the feel of his rough lips on my soft skin 
make me moan and I squeeze my thighs together in an 
effort to appease the now insistent throbbing between my 
legs. He reaches behind me and unclasps my bra and ina 
second it’s on the dining room floor and both my breasts 
are in his hands, crushed together as he licks and sucks at 
both nipples in turn, teasing me until I cry out. The touch of 
his lips sends electric shocks through my whole body and I 
wonder if it’s possible to orgasm just from this, without him 
even touching my pussy. 


Again I tell myself I have to stop before this goes too far. 
But I don’t want to. I want it to go as far as it can possibly 
go. But I know it’s not fair to not tell him. But I just can’t 
seem to form the words as the sensations in my body grow 
and overwhelm me with lust, flooding my whole body with 
need. He suddenly pulls back and looks at me and I wonder 
if he’s read my mind and I want to tell him not to stop 
touching me, but then his hand goes to the waistband of my 


jeans and he says something that makes my knees buckle 
with longing. 


“T want you in my mouth,” he says roughly. “I want to taste 
your pussy on my lips and your juices on my tongue.” I can 
only whimper and nod in response; unable to find the words 
but knowing there’s no way I’m going to tell him to stop 
now. 


“Tell me that’s what you want,” he says, his voice insistent. 
“Yes,” I gasp. It’s all I can manage, but it seems to be 
enough. He drops to his knees in front of me and starts to 
unbutton my jeans while kissing and nibbling at my belly. I 
don’t even try to suck it in...the way he looks at me and 
touches me makes me feel sexy as hell. 


I blush as he starts to roll my jeans down over my hips, 
revealing panties that match my bra and he pauses and 
glances up at me, sensing my shyness. 


“Ts this all right?” There’s a sudden flash of vulnerability in 
his eyes that just makes him even hotter. 


“Yes,” I say again, and then manage to find my voice. “It’s 
just that I haven’t done this before.” 


He looks shocked, but he doesn’t pull away or look at me 
like I’m weird. In fact, the way his eyes darken and narrow I 
could swear he’s even more turned on. 


“You’ve never let anyone go down on you? IIl be the first 
one?” I nod, realizing he doesn’t understand that this isn’t 
the only thing I’ve never done before. I go to tell him, but 
he speaks first, his voice deep and low. 


“You have no idea how fucking sexy that is. I want you to be 
all mine Aisling.” 


I gasp in shock and I can’t stop myself from grinning even 
though I tell myself it’s just sweet nothings and he can’t 
possibly mean it literally. We’ve only just met. 


He tugs at my jeans and I let him slide them down my legs, 
slip off my sneakers and step out of jeans. He kisses the 
mound of my pussy softly through my damp panties and I 
whimper as he presses his face against the thin material 
and inhales deeply. 


“You smell beautiful,” he groans and starts to slide my 
panties down, stopping to nibble at my inner thighs, which 
by now are damp with my juices. I step out of my panties 
and instinctively widen my legs as he starts to kiss back up 
inside them, sliding his hands up my thighs as he goes. He 
cups and squeezes the cheeks of my ass with his hand and 
then in one swift movement he stands up, lifting me up and 
sitting me on the edge of the table. I gasp as he pushes my 
thighs apart and then kneels back down so that he’s in 
between my legs. I arch my back and tip my head back as I 
feel his breath on my clit. My pussy is throbbing, deep 
inside me, tightening my lower body. When his tongue 
finally flicks expertly against my clit I cry out. His hands 
knead my thighs and he takes my clit in his mouth, sucking 
gently. 


“That feels so good,” I pant. I’m totally lost in the moment 
now, overwhelmed by the intense pleasure that gathers at 
the very core of my body. This is way better than my hand. 
He parts my lips with his fingers gently and moves his 
mouth down, kissing my pussy while rubbing the pad of his 
thumb over my clit. I want him inside me so badly that I 
can’t think straight. I’m pushing my hips towards him and 
he slows down, deliberately teasing me. In response I bury 
my hand in his hair, tugging at it in frustration and I hear 
him chuckle deep in his throat. 


“Aiden, please,” I whimper, any sense of embarrassment 
gone. I feel completely wanton now, abandoning myself to 
the moment. I don’t care anymore that it’s my first time and 
that I’m worried he’s too big and it will hurt. In this moment 
I don’t care...1 want to feel him inside me, pushing his way 
into me and owning my body. Making me his. 


He closes his mouth around my clit again and uses his 
tongue harder and faster, driving me towards the edge. I 
can feel the peak coming closer and closer and I almost 
scream in frustration when he pulls back and looks up at 
me from between my legs, his mouth glistening with my 
juices. 


“Are you going to cum for me Aisling?” he says in a low, sexy 
voice and all I can do is gasp and nod. He gives me a wicked 
smile before burying his face between my legs again and I 
lie back, gripping the edge of the table. 


He picks up his pace and within a few minutes I’m there, at 
the edge. I scream out as I tip over it and climax, feeling a 
gush of wetness between my legs as the waves of my 
orgasm shudder through my body with an almost 
unbearable intensity. It seems to go on forever and when I 
finally lie back, spent and panting, my whole body feels limp 
and heavy. 


Aiden stands up and looks down at me with a mix of 
tenderness and triumph on his face. I smile lazily up at him, 
feeling warm and fuzzy now from the afterglow of my 
orgasm. 


“That was amazing,” I tell him. “I never knew that could feel 
so good.” 


He smiles and reaches a hand out to me, pulling me to a 
sitting up position, then he pulls me into his arms and kisses 


the top of my head, such an oddly sweet gesture it surprises 
me. 


He runs his hands through my hair and tugs at it, tipping 
my head back so I’m looking up at him. It’s a gentle 
movement but at the same time it feels almost like he’s 
claiming me. Like I’m truly his. 


Aiden leans down and kisses me and the scent of my own 
body on his lips turns me on. I can feel my clit start to throb 
again and my nipples stiffening. His hand goes to my pussy, 
while with the other he takes my hand and presses it to the 
front of his jeans, where his cock feels like it’s ready to 
explode through the material. I stroke the shape of him 
tentatively and he groans loudly. He starts to slip his fingers 
inside me and I feel my pussy contract around him at the 
unfamiliar sensation. He stops and frowns at me, a question 
in his eyes that I know I can no longer get out of answering. 


“Aisling,” he says, sounding shocked, “When you said you 
hadn’t done this before...” 


His voice trails off as I nod. I blush, unable to meet his eyes, 
wondering if this is where the bubble bursts. Never having 
had oral is one thing, but what is a hunk like Aiden going to 
want with a virgin? For a moment I wish this had never 
started rather than having him reject me now. 


“Yes, I meant all of it,” I clarify. “I’m a virgin. I’m sorry,” I 
add, not sure what I’m apologizing for. 


Aiden doesn’t answer and I take a deep breath and look at 
him, wondering what I’m about to see. 


His expression isn’t what I expect. He gazes down at me 
with what is unmistakably desire, and the wide smile on his 
face tells me all I need to know. 


CHAPTER SIX 


No way. She’s a fecking virgin. 


I can’t quite believe it. She’s so sexy I assumed there would 
be plenty of men lurking around, with at least one boyfriend 
or two in her past. I know Tommy has kept her relatively 
sheltered but I wasn’t expecting this. 


The thought of Tommy makes me realize just exactly where 
we are, and I shake my head, although I can’t keep the silly 
grin off my face. Aisling looks up at me in confusion. She 
looks so beautiful with her golden hair all mussed around 
her flushed face and her body naked before me, her tight 
little pussy glistening from where I’ve just made her come 
and those heavy breasts just begging to be played with. Her 
body is stunning, it’s curve upon curve. 


“Aisling O’Connor,” I say, “You are full of surprises. Get your 
clothes on...we’re not doing this here.” 


She looks wary now, perhaps worried that Ill reject her 
after this little revelation. There’s not a chance of that. If I 


wasn’t certain before then this was the confirmation I 
needed that this woman is definitely destined to be my 
mate. She will only ever be mine. Only ever be touched by 
me. The thought makes my already aching cock strain in my 
pants. 


“We're not?” 


“If we’re doing this, we’re doing this properly. I’m not 
taking your virginity on the dining room table, as much as 
it’s killing me to hold back. We’ll do this in style...after all 
we’ve got the whole night to ourselves.” 


Aisling looks excited as she hops down off the table and 
starts to gather her clothes. I’m acutely aware of the fact 
that I’m still fully dressed and it’s far from the state I want 
to be in. 


“What’s the finest hotel around here?” I ask her. Her eyes 
widen. 


“Hotel?” 


“Yes...with a pool, spa, fine dining, the works,” I say. Now 
that I know it’s her first time I want to make it special for 
her. Also now that my head has cleared a little I know it’s 
not right to be carrying on like this under Tommy’s roof. 
This really isn’t like me, which is another reason I know for 
sure that Aisling is the one. 


I just have to hope she feels the same way... especially after 
I tell her about my unfortunate habit of going furry once a 
month. 


I take her to the most expensive hotel in Chicago, my hand 
on her thigh as she drives. I can feel the heat coming from 
her and taste her juices still on my lips and it’s driving me 
crazy. I know I need to be careful with her at least for the 


first time, but I can’t wait to be inside her. My cock is 
already leaking in my pants. 


I check us in as Mr. and Mrs. Killanney and she looks at me 
from under her eyelashes, looking surprised but pleased. 
Good. I want her to get used to the idea that this is for 
keeps. 


The room is luxurious, with a king-size four poster bed and 
a carpet so thick I leave footprints in it. She looks around, 
her eyes wide and shining. 


“I love this...[ would like to design something like this.” 
When I look at her she smiles. “I studied interior design in 
school and I really loved it. I’m good at it too. But I’ve never 
been able to get a job because everyone’s scared of my 
dad.” 


I raise an eyebrow. “Surely he can pull a few strings?” 


Her smile disappears at that. “I’m sure he could...or give 
me the money to set me up on my own. But I don’t want to 
spend my life relying on him. I want to make it on my own 
merits.” 


I feel a stab of pride at her stubbornness and desire for self- 
sufficiency, and I walk over to her and stroke her face. 


“I think you’re capable of achieving anything you set your 
mind to darlin” I tell her. She flushes with pleasure. 


I lean in and kiss her, and although I want to completely 
devour her I keep my touch soft and tender. I want to build 
up to this slowly...to make sure she is completely ready...wet 
and aching for me. The fact that she’s a virgin turns me on 
to the point that I just want to throw her down and take her, 
but the last thing I want to do is hurt her. I want this, her 
first time, to be everything she has ever fantasized about. I 
explore her mouth with my tongue, feeling drunk on the 


taste and smell of her and instantly remembering how it felt 
to have her wet little pussy in my mouth. I start to unbutton 
her shirt and she helps me with fumbling fingers, her 
breath catching in her throat. I love the fact that my super 
sharp sense of smell that comes with being a wolf means I 
can smell the desire on her and track the changes in her 
pulse and heart rate...so that I know exactly how much she 
wants me. I throw off her blouse and pull off the floral scarf 
around her neck. A vision of her with her hands tied...or 
maybe eyes blindfolded...comes to me and I hear myself 
growl. I really have to stop doing that before I tell her, but 
she doesn’t seem to mind, in fact judging by the way she 
bits at my lip, my growling seems to turn her on. 


Aisling wriggles out of her jeans and I stand back and let 
myself drink in her beautiful body again. She’s changed her 
underwear - I’m not surprised, her panties were ruined 
after I went down on her - to silky pink and I nod with 
approval. 


“You look good enough to eat,” I say. I want her to come in 
my mouth again. She gasps and looks at me, her eyes wide. 


“Let me see you,” she says, almost shyly, and I grin at her. 


“Thought you’d never ask darlin’,” I say and pull my t-shirt 
over my head. I see her eyes roaming over my body and see 
her pupils dilate with lust. I know I’m in good shape, the 
sort of shape that puts body builders to shame, and I’ve 
always known women like that...but I’ve never really been 
bothered about their approval before. Somehow, knowing 
that Aisling likes what she sees is suddenly very important 
indeed. As I start unbuttoning my jeans Aisling puts a hand 
on my waistband and looks at me with a question in her 
eyes 


“Can I?” 


I nod, and it takes every bit of control I have not to come on 
the spot when she pulls down my zipper and my cock, hard 
and aching for her, springs into her hand. She looks 
shocked. “It’s so big!” 


I’m not sure what to say to that, so I just shrug. 


She strokes me tentatively, running her fingers up and 
down my shaft, and I close my eyes and clench my jaw, 
feeling my whole body shudder at her touch. My woman’s 
touch. 


“T want to taste you too,” she says and at the coyness in her 
voice I open my eyes and look at her. 


“Have you done this before?” 


She laughs and shakes her head. “I told you I’ve never 
really had a boyfriend...not even a fumble.” 


“A kiss, surely?” As much as I want to believe it I can’t see 
how she has gotten to twenty being this gorgeous and not 
had any romance. Surely the local boys aren’t that scared of 
Tommy? 


“No,” she confirms, “you were my first kiss.” 


“I’m going to be your first everything,” I say. “And your 
only.” 


Her eyes go wide and I wonder for a second if I’ve scared 
her off, but then she goes down on her knees in front of me, 
still stroking my cock, and slides her mouth over the tip. 
She pauses and stops and I groan in frustration. I want to 
fill her throat. 


“Am I doing it right?” she asks. I nod. “Perfect,” I groan. She 
looks pleased and takes me in her mouth again, sucking 
more enthusiastically now. My hands clench into fists at my 


sides. Her mouth is so warm, wet and tight that I can barely 
think straight. 


I look down at her kneeling in front of me, her head 
bobbing up and down on my cock, and think about how 
kneeling is supposed to be a submissive position...yet I don’t 
feel like the one in control here anymore. The power that 
Aisling already has over me is like nothing I was ever 
expecting on the rare occasions I wondered what finding 
my mate would feel like. She has my most intimate parts in 
her mouth and I’m completely at her mercy...it’s a feeling 
I’ve never felt before. 


I moan out loud as she uses her other hand to fondle and 
stroke my balls and the noise seems to encourage her. She 
takes her mouth off my cock and I’m about to protest when 
she closes her mouth around my sac, gently sucking one of 
my balls into her mouth. It’s all I can do not to bellow out 
loud. 


“That feels so good darlin” I breathe instead. Aisling 
carries on, licking and sucking that delicate flash while her 
hand squeezes and strokes the shaft of my rock hard cock. 
If I don’t stop her, I’m going to come, I know it. 


“Stop,” I say through gritted teeth, because every nerve 
ending in my body wants her to carry on, “I don’t want to 
come yet. I want the first time to be inside you.” 


She gasps and sits back on her heels and I help her to her 
feet. I kiss her tenderly on the lips. 


“Are you ready?” I whisper. She nods. “ Yes,” she says. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


A isling 


He kisses me again, roughly and hungrily this time, and I 
moan with abandon as he runs his hands through my hair 
and tugs lightly, exposing my throat. I push my body into 
his, feeling him hard against my belly, and in one fluid 
movement he cups his hands under my ass cheeks and lifts 
me up as though I weigh nothing...which is no mean feat 
with my curves. 


I wrap my legs around him and I can feel his cock against 
me, hot against my skin. I long to know what it will feel like 
inside me. Aiden carries me to the bed and lays me down 
carefully, parting my legs and looking me over as though my 
body is a buffet laid out just for him. 


One he intends to enjoy every morsel of. 


He lowers himself over me, pushes the cups of bra down 
and bends his head to my breasts as one hand slips in 
between my legs. I bury a hand in his hair and close my 
eyes, giving in to the delicious feelings that are snaking 
through my body. He circles one nipple with his tongue then 


sucks it sharply into his mouth as his expert fingers find my 
clit and start to stroke it gently. His touch is amazing. I 
moan and arch my back like a cat, tugging at his hair. 


Aiden kneels up between my thighs, and carefully dips a 
finger inside me while he continues to circle my clit, 
pushing my lace panties to one side. 


“Let’s get these off,” he says, tugging at my panties. I lift my 
hips so he can slide them down my legs, then sit up and 
take off my bra before I lie back down. I love the look in his 
eyes as he stares at my body. Then he scoots down the bed 
and buries himself between my legs, moving his tongue 
around and over my clit until I want to scream with the joy 
of it. 


I do scream when he pushes his finger back inside me and 
sucks sharply on my clit just as my orgasm peaks. I let go, 
writhing under him and abandoning myself to my climax. 
He keeps his mouth on me until I’m finished, then comes up 
and kisses me tenderly. His lips are soft and warm and I can 
taste my juices on them, which oddly turns me on even 
more. 


I open my legs wider and wrap them around his waist, 
pushed his groin into mine with my thighs. 


“T want you inside me now,” I whisper, and he nods and 
gently pushes the tip of his cock into my pussy. I feel myself 
contract around him and a sudden pressure, which gives 
way as he slides himself inside me excruciatingly slowly, 
inch by delicious inch. It doesn’t hurt at all, but it’s an 
intense, aching feeling that completely overwhelms me, 
taking my breath away. He pauses, looking down at me. 


“Are you Okay?” He asks softly. 


“Never better,” I murmur. He smiles wickedly and starts to 
move slowly inside me. I match his rhythm with my hips, 
squeezing his ass cheeks with my hands. I can feel the 
muscles in his butt tighten and flex as he moves in and out 
of me... The heat from his cock seems to fill my body, 
turning me into liquid heat from the inside out. When I 
come again it goes on longer than I thought possible, until 
I’m a quivering, boneless mess in his arms. He groans and 
his whole body tightened as he nips at my neck, climaxing 
himself with a low, animal growl. He makes that sound a lot. 


We collapse and lie there unspeaking for a few moments 
then he rolls off me and pulls me into his arms. I prop 
myself up on one elbow and watch him as he plays with my 
hair where it trails over his chest. 


“Was that what you expected?” 


I shake my head. “It was better than anything I ever 
imagined,” I say honestly. He gives me a lazy grin and fora 
moment I’m stunned all over again by how handsome he is. 


“There’s more where that came from,” he winks and moves 
my hand down his body. As soon as I touch his cock it 
springs to life again and I look at him incredulously, raising 
an eyebrow. 


“Already?” 
He smiles. 
“I’m ready as soon as you are.” 


“Now, then?” I tease. He grins and reaches for my boobs, 
but then hesitates. 


“Are you sure? I don’t want to make you sore.” 


“I think I'll be okay,” I say softly and bend my head to kiss 
him. 


He kisses me back tentatively at first, as if unsure that I’m 
really up for it, then he crushes me to him with a moan, 
pressing his mouth against mine so that I can feel the 
scrape of his stubble against my skin. His tongue plunges 
into my mouth in a way that makes me think of his cock 
plunging inside me just moments before, and a moan 
escapes my lips. 


I rake my nails lightly across his chest and squeeze his cock 
tightly, feeling it throb in my hand. My pussy tightens in 
response. I’m so wet I think he will slip inside me easily now. 
He starts to play with my clit again and when I buck against 
his hand in frustration he puts his hands on my hips and 
effortlessly lifts me onto him so that I’m straddling him. 


He reaches up to fondle my breasts as I use my hand to 
slowly guide his cock into me, gasping at the thickness of 
him and the feel of him straining against me. It’s a tight fit 
but he slips inside me easier this time and I start to move on 
his cock slowly, rolling my hips in what I hope is a sensuous 
rhythm. From the look on Aiden’s face it seems to be doing 
the trick. I lean forward, burying my face in his neck and 
nibbling at it and he reaches around me and starts to knead 
my ass cheeks, grinding me onto him. I start to move a little 
faster, feeling the tension building inside me as I sit back up 
and steady myself on his chest as I ride his cock. 


“You look so fucking beautiful,” he tells me. “I love watching 
you fuck me.” 


His words urge me on and I can feel the waves of an 
approaching climax about to break over my body as I tip my 
head back and rock myself more urgently onto him. 


Aiden grips my hips, looking just as lost in his own pleasure, 
moving in time underneath me. When I come it’s so intense 
it makes my toes curl and I collapse on top of him as he 


pumps himself into me, filling me with his hot seed, 
groaning loudly. 


My thighs are shaking as I climb off him and I collapse back 
onto the pillows, panting heavily. He looks at me from under 
heavy-lidded eyes and the lazy grin is back on his face. 


There’s a seriousness in his eyes too though and I get the 
sense he wants to tell me something. My stomach 
tightens...is this where he tells me this was a really bad idea 
and this can never happen again? 


“What is it?” I ask and hold my breath, wondering if I really 
want to know the answer. 


He pulls me towards him and strokes my face. “That was 
everything I thought it would be and then some...but I want 
you to know something.” 


Oh God, I think, my heart beating a tattoo in my chest, he’s 
going to tell me he’s married or something. 


“Go on.” I say holding my breath. 


“This isn’t just a fling Aisling, not for me. I meant it when I 
said I want to be your only.” 


I stare at him in shock, and feel a smile spread across my 
face even as I tell myself that he can’t mean it, not really. 
He’s basically just met me. It makes no sense. Yet a part of 
me instinctively believes him. After all, there’s no need for 
him to sweet talk me now. 


“How can you know?” 
He hesitates. 


“T can’t explain it...but trust me, I know as much as I know 
my name is Killanney. You’re the one, Aisling O’Connor, and 


all I’m asking is for you to be open minded about that. I 
don’t expect you to feel the same way...yet.” 


“Maybe I already do,” I whisper, and kiss him. His lips are 
soft and tender against mine. As I sit back I wince as I 
remember one little obstacle that might just stand in our 
way. 


“What do we tell my dad?” 


Aiden closes his eyes briefly, looking pained, and I realize it 
can’t have been an easy decision for him. I can tell he cares 
about my father. 


“We tell him the truth. He’ll get used to the idea.” 


“You think?” I’m not so sure. “One of the reasons I’ve never 
had a boyfriend - apart from the fact I’ve never met anyone 
I liked enough of course - is because I was scared of what 
my dad would do.” 


Aiden strokes my face again. 


“I’m not scared of Tommy, as much as it might piss him off. 
He’ll come round Aisling; he’s not an unreasonable man.” 


I wonder if he’s trying to convince me or himself, but I 
snuggle into his arms anyway, determined not to worry 
about it for now. It can be dealt with tomorrow...until then I 
have this amazing man naked next to me. My lover. And I’ve 
got him all to myself until tomorrow. The thought of going to 
sleep and waking up in his arms feels like a dream come 
true. 


I shift slightly to get comfortable and feel a slight ache 
between my thighs. It doesn’t exactly hurt, but I can feel 
that I’ve been taken. I feel different, and not just physically. 
Somehow, everything has changed. 


As if reading my thoughts Aiden kisses the top of my head 
and strokes my back. I feel safe and warm lying here like 
this, and I let my worries float away as I close my eyes and 
breathe in the scent of him, and of our bodies mingled 
together. 


I must have fallen asleep, because when I open my eyes and 
I’m aware of an empty space next to me and the light in the 
room has dimmed like it’s evening. I hear the shower 
running and then stop, and as I sit up I see Aiden coming 
out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist. It’s one 
of the hotels towels and it looks ridiculously tiny on his 
huge, muscled frame, like Aiden’s trying to cover himself 
with a fig leaf or a hand towel. I drink in the sight of his 
nearly naked body and he chuckles softly as he walks over 
to me. 


“Are you liking what you see?” 


“Very much,” I murmur as he bends down and kisses me. 
“In fact I’ve never seen anything quite like it before.” 


He barks a laugh at that before kissing me again and 
straightening up. “Shall we go down for some food?” 


“Pm not sure I’m hungry,” I frown. The last thing on my 
mind is food. 


“Well I am darlin’. I can’t survive on a few croissants; I’m 
used to a full Irish breakfast. And you need to eat,” he says 
bossily. “I want you at full strength.” 


“Ts that right?” I tease. 


I watch him dress, and it’s a surreal feeling to think that 
this is my man now. Surreal but blissful. I know I’m jumping 
ahead but I can’t help thinking about what a future with 
him would be like. Maybe even children...The thought of my 
belly growing with his child makes me feel warm all over. 


I take a shower, leaning back and letting the water flow 
across my body, soaping my breasts and feeling my insides 
twitch as I remember the feeling of his hands and mouth on 
them. 


He watches me as I get dressed and curl my hair, winking 
at me when I meet his eyes in the mirror. Every so often 
though, when he doesn’t realize he’s watching, I catch that 
look on his face again, as though he’s weighing something 
up. I can’t shake the feeling that there’s something he’s 
holding back, and that something has nothing to do with my 
father. I try to tell myself I’m being silly and push the 
thought away as I get changed into a light-colored wool 
dress that flatteringly clings in all the right places, 
emphasizing my hips and boobs. The look on his face says 
he approves. 


He holds his hand out to me. 


“Let’s go eat,” he says. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


A isling 


The size of the steak Aiden polishes off is unreal. 


“You must have worked up an appetite,” I giggle. He winks 
at me. 


Dessert is the most sublime blueberry cheesecake I’ve ever 
tasted, and I tuck in happily as I look around the hotel 
restaurant. Aiden has chosen the most expensive place he 
could find and it’s certainly reflected in the quality of the 
food and decor. I look at the garden beyond the huge patio 
doors. The rain stopped at some point while we were 
upstairs and the garden looks pretty in the twilight, lit by 
colored lights and the stars. 


“Shall we go and sit outside for a while?” I ask, thinking 
how nice it would be to sit with him in the starlight. It looks 
quite quiet. Aiden nods. 


“Let’s do that. l'll go and get the drinks...how about a bottle 
of champagne?” 


“You’re spoiling me,” I protest, laughing. 


“There’s more where that came from,” he says, his meaning 
unmistakable. I watch him walk to the bar, admiring the 
way his black jeans hug his butt and strong thighs. Every 
female head in the room turns as he passes them and I feel 
a rush of pride. 


Back off ladies, he’s mine, I think. Not that Aiden even 
seems to notice their stares. I guess he’s used to it. 


I stand up and put my wrap over my shoulders, feeling eyes 
on me. The man who has been sitting at the table next to us 
blatantly looks me up and down as though I’m a slab of 
meat. I ignore his eyes as I pass him, thinking how rude. 


The garden is as beautiful as I thought and I’m standing 
looking at the sky when I hear footsteps behind me. I turn 
around with a smile, expecting it to be Aiden, but instead 
it’s the man from inside the restaurant, with a drunken leer 
on his face. He’s stocky and olive skinned, and when he 
speaks it’s with an Italian accent. 


“All alone? You look like you need some company.” He’s 
close enough now that I can smell the alcohol on his breath. 


“My boyfriend will be here any minute,” I say firmly. He 
must have seen Aiden at the table with me...does this guy 
have a death wish? Perhaps he’s too drunk to care. 


“Well you look like there’s plenty of you to go around,” he 
slurs and to my horror he reaches for my boobs. I 
freeze...and then jump out of the way when the man goes 
sprawling to the ground in front of me. Next to me, Aiden 
stands there, cracking his knuckles and staring down at the 
Italian, who spits out blood and what looks like a tooth. 


“Are you insane?” Aiden growls. “You were trying to put 
your hands on my woman!” 


Coughing and holding his jaw the man staggers to his feet, 
takes a good look at Aiden and starts to back away. I’m not 
surprised...Aiden looks murderously angry. 


The man mumbles an apology under his breath and starts 
to back away towards the gate that leads back out to the 
road. He’s nearly there when he looks at Aiden and says 
Clearly... 


“Rizzi sends his regards.” 


Aiden lets out a snarl and literally pounces on him in a 
movement so fast I think that my eyes must be playing 
tricks on me. He seems to move past me in a blur, crossing 
the garden in a single leap. I have a moment to register 
that this makes no sense before I see something that shocks 
me to my very core...Aiden has the man pinned to the 
ground and is literally snarling over him. In the soft haze of 
the garden lights I see that something odd has happened to 
his face. His eyes have gone fully black and his jaw seems to 
have elongated...perhaps to allow room for the suddenly 
huge and protruding canines. From the way that Aiden is 
positioned over the man it looks like he’s about to rip out 
his throat. 


I scream. “Aiden! Stop!” 


Aiden pauses and looks over at me, and then to my surprise 
he lets go of the man and stands up. His teeth look normal 
now and I frown, wondering what the hell is wrong with me. 
The Italian guy, looking absolutely terrified, sees his chance 
and half runs, half scrambles out of the gate. Aiden walks 
over to me, sounding contrite. 


“I’m sorry if I scared you darlin” he says, putting an arm 
around me. “I wasn’t about to let that bastard put his hands 
on you...and by the sound of it he knew exactly who you are. 
I need to speak to Tommy.” 


“Never mind Dad,” I retort. “What just happened to you? 
The way you moved...and your face?” 


Aiden lets out a long exhale. 


“Yes...I’ve got a lot to tell you,” he says in a quiet voice. 
“Let’s go back upstairs.” 


I follow him, bemused and more than a little frightened. I 
feel safe with Aiden, but I can’t deny what my eyes just saw. 
I wonder if he’s on some kind of drugs. 


As we pass back through the bar I see the hotel manager 
coming over with a thunderous look. 


“You were just fighting outside in the garden Sir?” he says 
in a clipped voice. He stares pointedly at Aiden’s hand, 
which has blood on it. Aiden shrugs. 


“T was defending my girlfriend,” he says. “Whoever that guy 
was, you let a sexual predator in here.” 


A thrill goes through me hearing him refer to me as his 
girlfriend. The manager however looks less than impressed. 


“He was a valued customer Sir. I’m afraid we can’t have this 
kind of carry-on in our establishment.” 


Aiden looks like he’s about to punch the manager, so I step 
in front of him and smile sweetly. 


“He was just defending me,” I say. “I certainly didn’t expect 
to come here and be treated in this manner. My father will 
be most upset.” The manager doesn’t miss the stress I put 
on the words ‘my father’. 


“And just who is your father? Is he a patron of ours?” 
I smile again with what I hope is an innocent look. 


“Tommy O’Connor.” 


The manager’s face goes white. Everyone has heard of 
Tommy O’Connor. He looks from me to Aiden, blinking 
furiously, and I know there’s going to be no more talk of us 
leaving. 


Five minutes later we’re on our way back to our room with 
a complimentary bottle of champagne and a sincere 
apology. Being a Mafia Princess does sometimes have its 
perks I suppose. 


As we enter the room I shut the door behind me and turn to 
Aiden, swallowing my anxiety and saying firmly, “Now, 
Aiden Killanney, are you going to tell me what the fuck that 
was about?” 


CHAPTER NINE 


I have no choice now, I have to tell her. I really should have 
told her earlier, but it’s not the sort of thing you can just 
drop into conversation. By the way, I’m a werewolf it’s not 
a problem, is it? But then perhaps that would have been 
preferable to her seeing me drop fang in the middle of a 
fight. 


I sit on the end of the bed and pat the duvet next to me. 
“Sit down.” 

She hesitates, and I sigh. 

“Aisling...you really do want to be sitting down for this.” 


She looks almost scared now and sits next to me, but keeps 
a space between us. Her eyes search my face. 


“Go on,” she says, “What is it?” Her voice is guarded, and I 
hate the fact that I’ve now made her wary of me. I don’t 
think my revelation is going to reassure her. 


“You saw what happened to my teeth?” 
She nods. 


“Yes. And your eyes, and the way you moved like absolute 
lightning. Is it drugs?” 


That startles me. She thinks I’m on drugs? If only it were 
that simple. 


“No, darlin’ it’s not drugs...I’m a werewolf.” 
Her eyes widen, and then she bursts out laughing. 


“Aiden stop it. A werewolf...that’s ridiculous...” Her laughter 
trails off as she sees I’m not joining in and am in fact deadly 
serious. She stares at me incredulously. 


“You’re really not joking are you?” 


“No.” I shake my head. “That’s why I can move so fast, and 
why my teeth elongate the way you saw in the garden. I’ma 
werewolf. I have control over when and whether I change 
form or not, except on the night of a full moon. Then I stay a 
wolf whether I like it or not.” 


I hold my breath, half expecting Aisling to run screaming 
from the room, but instead she just looks concerned. “You 
don’t believe me.” 


“T believe that you believe it,” she says diplomatically, “but 
it’s quite a fantastic tale Aiden. Have you been getting 
enough sleep?” 


She thinks I’m mad. Great. Knowing there will be no other 
way to convince her, I stand up. 


“Watch,” I tell her. 


Then I shift. It takes a matter of seconds, if that, before I’m 
standing in front of her in my wolf form. With my senses 


heightened in my animal state the smell of her is 
overwhelming and intoxicating. And it smells like home. My 
wolf brain recognizes her as my mate instantly. 


Aisling however has frozen in horror. I walk slowly to her 
with my head down, trying to look as non-threatening as 
possible. She doesn’t pull away but I can sense her holding 
her breath as I nuzzle her hand and then gently lick her 
palm. Then I step away and shift back. 


I sit back down next to her, my eyes searching hers for 
signs of disgust or rejection. I realize how devastated I will 
be if she turns me down now, and it feels so alien for me to 
care about another person’s opinion of me like this. 


Instead, she nods towards my shirt, which is now hanging 
off me in tatters. 


“You’ve ruined your clothes.” 


“Yeah...that’s what happens when we don’t plan ahead. 
When I was younger and had less control, I went through t- 
shirts like nobody’s business.” 


Aisling reaches a hand to my face almost wonderingly, her 
fingertips tracing patterns across my cheeks. “This makes 
no sense,” she whispers. To my relief now that she knows 
I’m not simply psychotic she seems to have relaxed, or 
maybe that’s just shock. She’s just watched her new lover 
turn into a wolf in front of her and then turn right back 
again. That has to be a first for a first date right? 


“How did it happen? Were you bitten?” 


I shake my head, knowing this part of the story is going to 
sound even more insane. 


“No, it was a Druid curse.” 


She looks skeptical again. “A druid cursed you?” 


“Not me...an ancestor. The Killanney family have lived in the 
area around what is now Dublin for thousands of years. The 
firstborn male in each generation is a werewolf. It seems to 
have been that way since records began. Except because 
Cormac, Brendan and I are triplets...we are all shifters.” 


“All three of you?” 
“All three.” 


She looks more interested than shocked now. “Well that 
sounds as though it must be genetic. Where does the curse 
come in?” 


“T don’t know. That’s just the tale that’s been handed down 
for generations. One of our ancestors did something to piss 
off the leader of the clan...so his druid cursed him. Whether 
that was just an explanation someone dreamed up to 
explain it we don’t know...but a lot of people in Ireland still 
believe in the power of curses. There are groves of druids 
that meet even now.” 


“T don’t know what to say,” she says in a wondering voice. 


“Say it hasn’t put you off me. I would never, ever hurt you, 
you have to know that. Even on a full moon when I have to 
shift, I’m still always aware of what’s happening or what 
might happen. You’re in no danger from me.” 


Aisling smiles, but there’s a serious look in her eyes. 


“T’ve been in danger all my life really, with Dad being what 
he is. I can probably cope with the wolf stuff.” 


A wave of relief washes over me and I take her hand. 
“That’s how I knew you were the one for me Aisling,” I tell 
her. “Uncle Padraic - he was a werewolf too - always told us 
that we are truly wolves in one sense. We mate for life. That 
when we set eyes on our mate, we would know straight 


away that it was her...well, as soon as I saw you in your 
kitchen, I knew.” 


“You knew...” 


“That you’re my mate,” I clarify. I watch the emotions play 
across her face as she tries to absorb the news. She’s 
shocked and bemused and wary...but happy too, I’m sure of 
it. 


“What does that entail?” she asks cautiously. 


“Tt just means we’re together...for life. Like getting married 
I suppose, although it’s more primal than that.” 


“So do I have to move to Ireland?” I note she doesn’t sound 
entirely unhappy about the idea, but I shake my head. 


“You don’t have to do anything Aisling,” I say firmly, even as 
I know I could be consigning myself to a lifetime of pining 
for her. “It is what it is and I can’t change it...but I’m not 
going to force you to be with me. You have a choice. If you 
say no, I’ll just go home when I’ve finished my business with 
your father and that’s that. Although TIl always be waiting.” 


She looks shocked. “You wouldn’t...mate...with someone 
else?” 


I grin at that. “It’s not exactly like marriage,” I say. “As 
wolves, we literally don’t get a choice. I’ll never want 
anyone else. You’re not the only one who has never had a 
relationship.” 


She gasps. “You’ve never had a girlfriend?” 


I shake my head. “No. A few one night stands...but it was 
just like scratching an itch. I’ve never had feelings for a 
woman before. Whatever you decide, for me this is for life.” 
As I speak the words I realize how vulnerable this makes 
me. And I don’t like feeling vulnerable...it’s not something 


I’ve experienced since I was a kid. I’m Aiden Killanney, a 
werewolf and a leader in the Irish Mafia...I’m never 
vulnerable. Yet this woman now literally holds my future 
happiness in her hands and there isn’t a damn thing that I 
can do about it. 


Aisling stares at me and a slow smile spreads across her 
face. My heart leaps as she says simply... “Yes Aiden. I will 
be your mate.” 


I can’t stop myself from grinning back. “I’m glad to hear it 
darlin” 


Then she looks worried again. “How do we tell my father 
this? Or does he know?” 


“No. And we don’t, is the answer. No one outside the 
Killanney clan knows.” 


“T know.” 


“Well...that’s exceptional circumstances.” I think about how 
shocked everyone is going to be when I return home with 
Aisling. 


“So, is there like a ceremony or anything?” 


She looks disappointed when I shake my head and I know in 
that instant that someday I will make her my wife too. While 
the human ceremony means little to me, if she wants that 
then she can have it. I want her to be happy...and to be 
mine in every way. 


“No, not like you mean. There is a way of marking you as 
my mate...other shifters would scent it on you.” I feel a 
surge of desire go through me at the thought of marking 
her, but I don’t want to freak her out. But she looks 
intrigued rather than worried. 


“Marking me? What...like a tattoo?” 


“More like a love bite...except that it’s permanent. I’d do it 
on the back of your neck.” I pause before I tell her the next 
bit. “But it has to be done while I’m inside you.” 


“While we’re having sex?” 


I nod, waiting for her reaction. There’s no mistaking it...the 
thought turns her on. 


“Do it,” she whispers. “Mark me.” 


I feel my teeth thicken in my mouth and my cock stiffen in 
my pants. 


“Take off your clothes,” I tell her. 


CHAPTER TEN 


A isling 


“You are so fucking sexy Aisling O’Connor,” he says, almost 
wonderingly. 


“You’re not so bad yourself,” I grin, and then suck in my 
breath as he trails his fingertips over the crotch of my 
panties. I’m desperate for his touch on me and I part my 
thighs. 


Part of me feels nervous about him biting me, but a bigger 
part of me is excited and so turned on my hands shake as I 
reach for his cock. I know instinctively that he wouldn’t hurt 
me, but I’m still trying to wrap my head around this new 
discovery. That my new man is a wolf...and he wants me to 
be his mate. For life. There’s something almost dominant 
about it, like he’s claiming me, and the thought turns me 
on. 


He runs his hand up and down my body, his fingertips 
awakening all my senses at once, leaving a burning trail 
across my skin. Then he brings it back down to my pussy, 
hooking his fingers behind the crotch of my panties and 


expertly stroking my already swollen clit. His eyes narrow 
with lust as I gasp and writhe against his hand, and my 
mouth goes dry as I see his gaze go to my neck. For a 
moment I wonder if I’ve really thought this through, but I 
know that deep down I’ve already made my decision. For 
once in my life I’m going to follow my heart and do what I 
want, not what Dad wants me to do or what I feel I should 
do. 


He kisses me and slips his tongue inside my mouth at the 
same time as he slips his fingers inside me. He moves them 
in a light fluttery motion that seems to send shockwaves 
through my entire lower body and I hear myself whimper. 
His lips smile against mine...I love the fact that he takes 
such pleasure in my arousal, that he so obviously wants to 
please me. 


I wriggle out of my panties and reach for his cock, which is 
slick and wet at the tip. He groans and then pulls back and 
looks deeply into my eyes. 


“You’re absolutely certain that you want to do this? Once 
we’re mated it’s for life.” 


I don’t even hesitate, any reluctance gone. “Yes,” I say, 
meeting his gaze. His eyes burn into mine and they almost 
seem to change, his pupils becoming bigger and darker so 
that they take over his whole iris. The eyes of a wolf. A 
shudder goes through me. 


“T want to take you from behind,” he growls, and his voice 
sounds different too. More animal like. But I have no fear 
now, only anticipation. He puts his hands on my hips and 
turns me over so I’m kneeling on all fours in front of him. 
Then Aiden runs his hand over the cheeks of my ass, 
squeezing and kneading. His hand moves between my legs 
to stroke my pussy from behind, and the way that I’m 
completely exposed to him turns me on even more, my body 


rippling with desire. He slips his fingers inside me again 
and my pussy offers up no resistance. I’m wet and 
throbbing for him, urgently wanting to be filled with his 
cock. 


“You’re so lovely and wet,” he moans as he continues to 
explore my most intimate parts. “My cock is going to fit 
inside you perfectly.” 


He removes his hand and places it in my hip to steady me as 
he positions himself between my legs. “Lean forward 
more....push your ass up,” he commands and I do as he 
says, arching my back and bending my elbows. I feel the 
wet tip of his cock brush against my pussy lips and I hold 
my breath, waiting for him to enter me, but then let it out 
with a frustrated sigh as he only strokes me with the tip, 
rubbing it around my folds and my almost painfully aching 
clit. 


“Aiden...please, do it,” I gasp. He answers me by pushing 
himself inside me in one long movement. Just as I thought 
my pussy offers up no resistance whatsoever now and 
accepts him gladly. The feel of him buried deep inside my 
body, his thick cock stretching the walls of my pussy, makes 
me moan out loud. As he starts to move inside me, my 
breath comes in shallow pants. His hands grip my hips as he 
drives himself into me and I push back against him, my 
body wanting more...harder and deeper. When he pauses I 


gasp. 
“No,” I say in a breathy voice, “don’t stop.” 
“Pm not,” he reassures me. “Lie on your belly.” 


I lie flat on my belly and he comes with me, keeping his cock 
inside me. He takes some of his weight on his elbows, 
grabbing my hands with his so I’m pinned against him as he 
starts to move inside me again. His breath is raggedy too 


and he’s so deep inside me now I feel completely filled by 
him. He moves my hair away from the back of my neck and 
starts to kiss and nibble there, sending shivers of longing all 
down my spine. 


“Do you want it Aisling?” He whispers into my ear. “Are you 
ready to be my mate?” 


I can feel the tips of his teeth against my skin and know that 
they’ve elongated as I saw them out outside. I hesitate for 
only a second and then push my hips into his as he 
continues to slowly fuck me. 


“Yes,” I confirm. “Yes...I’m your mate.” 


He growls and then I feel the tips of his canines pierce my 
skin. There’s a stab of pain which is quickly swallowed by 
the exhilaration that fills my whole body, sweeping through 
me from the crown of my head to the tips of my toes. It 
almost feels like magic coursing through my veins. When he 
removes his mouth my skin seems to burn where he has 
bitten me. 


I muffle my screams into the pillow as he starts to fuck me 
harder now, driving my hips into the bed beneath us. His 
movements grind my mound and my clit against the 
mattress and my whole body seems to be pulsing as I 
approach the edge of my climax. It crashes over me in 
waves with such intensity it leaves me breathless and 
trembling as it subsides. He raises himself on his hands and 
I feel his cock twitch as his seed pumps into me and he lets 
out a long, drawn out groan before collapsing on the bed at 
my side. Sweat beads his forehead as he closes his eyes and 
catches his breath. I lie there watching him, feeling a warm, 
lazy feeling come over me that makes my limbs feel heavy 
and leaves a satisfied smile on my face. 


When he opens his eyes and looks at me his eyes are full of 
what I know can only be love, even though he hasn’t 
actually said the words yet. He runs a fingertip down my 
cheek and kisses my lower lip softly. I smile, too dozy to 
move. He reaches for the duvet and flings it over us and 
pulls me into him. 


“How’s your neck?” he asks. I touch it gingerly and the spot 
feels tender but surprisingly isn’t bleeding. As my fingers 
brush it I feel a rush go through me again and I realize his 
bite isn’t just a symbol, something special really has just 
happened. 


I’m his. Which means he’s mine, too. I lay my head on his 
chest and let out a contented sigh, feeling too content to 
speak. My eyes flutter, wanting to sleep, and I let go and 
drift off blissfully in Aiden’s arms. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


I’m holding Aisling’s hand as we walk into her house. After 
breakfast on the balcony, during which I could hardly take 
my eyes off her, we checked out and drove here. Tommy will 
be back this afternoon and I need time to figure out what to 
tell him that isn’t going to make him want to kill me ... or try 
and whisk Aisling off somewhere. I feel a pang of guilt, 
knowing that he will feel like I’ve let him down. Tommy is 
one of my oldest friends and I certainly don’t want to hurt 
him, but Aisling is my mate, and there can only ever be her 
now. I’m not walking away from that. I’m hoping Tommy will 
see sense...and that he’ll realize Aisling will be better off 
with me than anyone he could approve of. I would die 
before I let any harm come to her. Besides which, Aisling is 
old enough to make her own decisions. He can’t keep her in 
a bubble forever. 


I’m running through all this in my head and have nearly 
convinced myself that Tommy will in fact be over the moon 
at our news, when we walk into the lounge...and Tommy is 
sitting on the couch, staring straight at us. 


Aisling drops my hand. “Dad! We weren’t expecting you 
back yet!” 


“No, I can see that,” he replies, but his hard, cold gaze is 
fixed on me. 


“What the fuck are you playing at Killanney?” he says in a 
low, angry voice. I feel my hackles rise at his tone but tell 
myself to stay calm. Of course he’s going to be angry. I open 
my mouth to answer him but Tommy speaks again in a 
clipped voice that is barely concealing his rage. 


“You took my daughter to a hotel? The minute my back was 
turned? How fucking dare you?” 


He knows about the hotel. Of course he does, I think, 
shaking my head at my own stupidity. The moment Aisling 
used her dad’s name to ensure we weren’t thrown out of 
the hotel, I should have known it would get back to him 
sooner or later. This is his city...he will have eyes and ears 
everywhere, just like we do in Dublin. 


“Dad,” Aisling cuts in, and she sounds panicked. He’s 
scaring her. I fight the urge to bare my teeth at him. “It’s 
not like you think.” 


“No?” Tommy asks furiously, finally turning to Aisling. He 
stands up and I can see his fists are clenched at the sides. 
“Then tell me how it is.” 


Aisling raises her chin and her eyes flash with defiance. I 
can’t help but feel proud of her for standing her ground. 
“We’re together, Dad. An item. And it’s staying that way 
regardless of whether you approve or not.” 


Tommy’s whole face goes beet red. “Speak to me like that 
again young lady and I’ll whoop your ass.” 


I’m not having that, father or no father. I step slightly in 
front of Aisling and glare at Tommy, folding my arms. 


“T love you dearly Tommy,” I tell him, my voice even, “But if 
you threaten her again then I swear by Mary, Jesus and 
Joseph TIl break your fecking neck.” 


“Your accent comes out more when you’re angry,” Aisling 
murmurs behind me, sounding amused. I smile over my 
shoulder at her. Tommy’s eyes are nearly popping out of his 
head. 


“Did you just threaten me in my own home Killanney?” 


I nod and can’t help feeling sorry for him. Tommy is not a 
man used to being thwarted or stood up to, and he looks at 
a loss as to how he’s supposed to handle this. 


“I did. But it doesn’t have to come to that Tommy,” I say, 
trying to be reasonable. “I know this seems like a liberty but 
believe me, I would never have taken advantage of your 
hospitality if I wasn’t completely serious about this. I love 
your daughter. I’m going to marry her. And I would really 
like to have your blessing.” 


Tommy’s mouth drops open as I hear Aisling gasp behind 
me and remember I haven’t actually asked her yet. But 
that’s the human equivalent of mating isn’t it...marriage? It 
sounds like a great idea to me. 


Tommy clearly doesn’t agree. 

“Marry her? You’ve only just fucking met her!” 
I nod. “I have. But when you know you know.” 
Aisling steps forward to stand beside me. 


“You said you knew about Mom straight away,” she says and 
I see Tommy’s eyes soften at the mention of his wife. 


“T still waited a few months to propose,” he argues, but 
some of the anger has gone from his voice. When he looks 
at me though, it’s still there in his eyes. 


“Pm not happy about this Killanney.” 


“I know. And I know we need to straighten this out. But 
there’s something else I have to tell you...I tried to phone 
you last night.” 


“There’s more?” 


I tell him about the man I attacked in the garden, the way 
he disrespected Aisling and the fact that he was linked to 
Rizzi. I would have thought it wasn’t possible, but now 
Tommy looks even more furious. 


“So he was keeping an eye on you...and his man tried it on 
with Aisling? Why didn’t you tell me straight away?” 


“T tried, last night and this morning,” I point out. “Your 
phone was off.” 


“Yeah, well, it was an important meeting. As soon as I 
turned my phone on I had a message from the hotel and I 
came straight home. They didn’t say anything about a 
fight.” Tommy manages to look both furious and thoughtful 
at the same time. 


“Rizzi doesn’t trust us, that’s fair enough,” I say with a 
shrug, “but I’d be more concerned about the lack of 
respect. If there’s no respect there’s no loyalty.” 


Tommy nods. I’m not telling him anything he doesn’t 
already know...he’s been in this game longer than I have. 


“Let’s pay Rizzi a little visit. Hopefully he’s got the message 
after you overpowered his guy.” 


“He’s not expecting us until tomorrow,” I point out. 


“Good. Then we’ll have the element of surprise. Come on. 
Aisling, we’ll be gone an hour or two. I want you to put the 
security systems on and stay in the house, okay?” 


Aisling looks from me to her father with her mouth open. 
“You were just fighting,” she points out. 


“Yeah and I’m still furious,” Tommy snaps, “but we need to 
get this sorted before Rizzi makes some kind of move.” 


He gives Aisling a hug and leaves, jerking his head at me to 
follow him. I let the rudeness go. He’s had quite the 
morning and is no doubt desperately trying to claw a sense 
of status back. I kiss Aisling quickly before I follow him. 


“Don’t let him get hurt,” she begs me. 
“He won't,” I say confidently. 


Tommy stops on the way to pick up two of his boys, a 
redhead with a scar on his face and a short dark guy with 
an unnerving stare. I want to tell him we won’t need the 
back-up, but Tommy doesn’t know what I am. Besides, I 
remember the machine guns. They could incapacitate me 
long enough for Tommy to get hurt. 


Tommy quickly fills in his men on the situation. They’re both 
heavily tooled up and I realize Tommy is fully expecting a 
turf war to start the minute we arrive. It all seems a bit of 
an overreaction to me, but perhaps that’s how they do 
things in the States...or perhaps it’s just a human thing. Our 
would-be rivals back home, the O’Donnell brothers, are the 
same. No finesse. 


We reach our destination and get out of the car and head 
towards the back office we were shown in to last time. The 
place seems quiet and there’s no one on the door. I look at 
Tommy and raise an eyebrow. Something is going on. 


There’s a goon standing outside Rizzi’s office door, looking 
bored. As soon as he sees us he reaches for his gun, but I 
move in a blur of speed and knock it out of his hand before 
knocking him unconscious. Tommy and his boys just stare at 
me. 


“I knew you were fast Killanney, but that was something 
else.” 


“Martial arts,” I say with a shrug. I push the door open and 
see Rizzi, who has jumped up behind his desk, pointing a 
gun at us. He looks shocked to see us. Tommy has his gun 
out too, but I step in between them both, eyeing Rizzi and 
wondering what we’re missing. He looks taken aback at my 
lack of disregard for the weapons. 


“You’re not supposed to be here...how did you get out? I 
sent my best men?” 


It takes a minute for his words to sink in, then I realize in a 
flash what he means. He’s sent his men to kill us...he was 
planning on double crossing Tommy all along. After his man 
reported back on my show of strength at the hotel, he’s 
made sure to send his best men...and the only place he 
could have sent them is to Tommy’s house. 


Where Aisling is. 


I leap over the desk and break Rizzi’s neck with my bare 
hands. I’m vaguely aware of the sound of the gun and a 
sharp pain in my chest, but I shrug it off. It will heal. Then I 
turn and run back to the car, Tommy and his men following 
me. 


“Aisling,” I say to Tommy as he pulls off. He nods grimly, 
putting his foot down as hard as he can. 


“You were shot,” he says. I nod. 


“Flesh wound,” I murmur. Tommy shakes his head. 


“T saw it. Point blank range. You should be dead.” He says it 
quietly, not wanting the men in the back to hear. 


“TIl explain later,” I say impatiently. The only thing I care 
about now is getting to Aisling on time. 


What if we’re too late? 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


A isling 


I wander around the house not sure what to do with myself 
after Dad and Aiden have gone to see this Rizzi guy. I’m not 
too worried about them, not now that I know what Aiden is, 
but I do wonder how they’re getting on and hope my dad 
doesn’t try to start anything. I know he would take on a 
whole pack of werewolves if he thought he was defending 
my honor. I can only hope that he will realize how I feel 
about Aiden and understand. Him and Mom had a 
whirlwind romance...this isn’t so different. 


If you ignore the wolf part anyway, but Dad doesn’t need to 
know about that. 


I sit down and turn the TV on, trying to distract myself. 
There’s nothing I can do about the situation until they get 
back. 


I’m halfway through an episode of some reality TV show 
when I hear a noise at the door and then footsteps. They’re 
back. I look over my shoulder, wondering what to expect. 
Are they friends again? 


Except it isn’t my father and Aiden. Three dark haired men 
stand there, glaring down at me. They’re holding machine 
guns, and one of them, I notice with a sinking stomach, is 
the same man who accosted me in the hotel garden. Too 
late, I remember I didn’t turn the security systems on. 


I jump to my feet. 


“Get the fuck out of my house,” I snap, trying not to show 
my fear even though my heart is jumping in my chest. The 
tallest of the men sneers at me. 


“Where’s your father and his feral friend? Apparently he 
tried to bite Matteo here. Can’t be having that.” 


“They’re not here,” I say. “Obviously. Duh.” I know I’m 
pissing them off but I’m not going to give them the 
satisfaction of seeing how terrified I am. Matteo swings his 
gun in my direction and I freeze. 


“Sit down,” he leers at me. “We’ll wait. Perhaps you can 
entertain me while we do.” He stares at my boobs and I feel 
myself go cold. The taller man glares at him. 


“We're not here for that. Concentrate. When we’ve sorted 
Tommy and his Irish friend, then we can take turns with 
her.” 


I close my eyes. Please hurry up, I think desperately, 
wondering how long Aiden and my father will be. I have no 
idea where they were going, but when they went to see this 
Rizzi the other day they weren’t gone more than an hour. I 
glance at the clock...it’s been forty minutes. I wonder if 
Rizzi is one of these men. 


But even if they do come home...what about the machine 
guns? My dad just had a sawn-off on him. And Aiden might 
have supernatural powers but I don’t know if he can 


withstand that. These men came to kill. To my father’s 
house. 


If we get out of this alive, I seriously have to talk Dad into 
retiring, I think. 


The men make themselves comfortable and the third man 
picks up the remote. Matteo pats the couch next to him. 


“Sit down.” 


I perch on the edge of the couch, keeping as far away from 
him as humanly possible. Hurry up, I think, even though I’m 
terrified of them getting hurt. As I sit there in silence, the 
minutes ticking by painfully slowly, I try to think of a plan. 
There’s a pistol in my bedside drawer...Dad insists I keep it. 
If I can convince them to let me go upstairs...but how? And 
what use is a pistol against a machine gun? It seems there 
is nothing I can do but wait. 


Finally, after what feels like hours but can’t be more than 
thirty minutes, I hear my Dad’s car pull up the driveway. 
The men jump to their feet. 


“Stay quiet,” the tall one hisses at me. I nod, but the minute 
I hear the door turn I scream loudly. Matteo back hands me 
across the face and I go sprawling to the ground. 


Then I hear a loud snarl and see a huge black shape racing 
towards me in a blur of black eyes and teeth. Aiden. I hear 
the machine guns. As if in slow motion I watch the scene 
play out before me as Aiden leaps onto Matteo and rips out 
his throat before he can even lift his gun. But the tall man 
shoots him and I scream again as I see Aiden’s coat soaked 
in blood. But it doesn’t stop him...he leaps on that man too. 
The other man looks terrified and doesn’t even have time to 
shoot before a gun comes through the open doorway and a 
bullet goes straight between his eyes. My dad comes 


running in followed by two men I don’t recognize. He blinks 
in shock at Aiden who is shifting back just as he runs in, 
then lays on the ground panting, his clothes shredded and 
covered in blood. His breath is ragged and his eyes are 
closed. I crawl over to him, sobbing, and he opens his eyes. 


“TIl heal, don’t worry. Your dad...I heard a shot...” 


“Pm here,” Dad says. I get up and hug him, tears of relief 
filling my eyes as it sinks in that the men are dead and my 
love and my father are safe. 


Well...Aiden isn’t in great shape. I crouch down next to him, 
terrified of what I’m about to see, and I’m amazed to see his 
wounds are healing already. Dad looks over at the other two 
men who are standing in the doorway looking confused. 


“Go home,” he snaps at them. They look at each other, 
shrug and leave. Then Dad looks down at Aiden, looking 
both worried and angry. 


“What’s going on Killanney? I’ve seen you take enough 
bullets to fell an army.” 


“Dad,” I hush him, “He’s hurt.” 


“T’ll be okay,” gasps Aiden. “I just need some sleep. And 
some water would be good.” 


I jump to my feet. “I’ll get you some.” I take my dad’s arm 
and he comes with me, looking more and more confused by 
the minute. This is going to take some explaining. And we 
need to sort the bodies out too. 


But then Aiden winks at me as I look back at him and I take 
a deep breath. Everything is going to be alright. 


EPILOGUE 


EIGHT MONTHS LATER 


Jesus, Mary and Joseph. 


My mouth drops open as I turn round and watch Aisling 
walking towards me. She looks as beautiful as I’ve ever 
seen her look, even with that big belly on her. 


Especially with that big belly on her. Seeing her grow with 
my child inside her is the most amazing thing I’ve ever 
witnessed. I feel even more protective of her than I did 
before, if that’s even possible. And her growing body is 
sexier than ever, round and full and with her tits growing 
and getting heavier in my hands. She’s all mine, every inch 
of her. My mate. 


And now she’s about to become my wife. She walks towards 
me on Tommy’s arm, radiant in a flowing white dress and 
holding a huge bouquet of pink roses. Even Tommy looks as 
proud as punch, beaming as he walks his daughter down 
the aisle. 


After the incident with that idiot Rizzi I stayed in Chicago 
for a while, helping Tommy sort out his business and 
spending more time with Aisling. I rented an apartment 
downtown for a couple of months and we spent plenty of 
nights exploring each other. It was on one of those nights 
our son was conceived. 


Our son...1 wonder if he will be able to shift too. If so he will 
have the three of us to help guide him. As well as the most 
wonderful mother...I can’t wait to see Aisling with our baby 
in her arms. 


We came back to Ireland a few months ago, and Aisling 
loves it here. My family loves her too. Tommy misses her...so 
much he’s talking of moving over here. He doesn’t want to 
miss out on his grandson. It’s fine by me, and I know Aisling 
would be happy. I will go to the ends of the earth to make 
my woman happy. 


They reach me and Tommy kisses her on the cheek and 
goes to sit down. Aisling turns to me with her eyes shining 
and my breath catches in my throat. She’s so fucking 
gorgeous; I want the ceremony to be over so that I can get 
her out of that dress. 


I can barely concentrate on the vows as I repeat them after 
the priest and I’m only vaguely conscious of the watching 
guests, including my proud brothers. I breathe a sigh of 
relief when it’s all over and I can take Aisling in my arms 
and kiss her. We’re rewarded by whoops from the audience. 


“How long now before I can get you back and get that dress 
off you?” I whisper into her ear. She laughs quietly. 


“Aiden,” she reprimands gently. “We can’t let our guests 
down. There’s the signing, the photographs, the dinner and 
the party.” 


I growl in frustration as I kiss her again, but I can wait for 
our first night together as man and wife. I know there will 
be many more to come. 


After all, what’s a few hours when I’ve been waiting for her 
for all of my life? 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


SEVEN YEARS LATER 


A isling 


My husband walks into my office and I feel desire ripple 
through me at the sight of him. Even after all these years he 
never fails to take my breath away. Dressed in his 
trademark outfit of black jeans, impossibly tight dark t-shirt 
and a black leather jacket, he’s as gorgeous as the day I laid 
eyes on him in my father’s kitchen. If not more so. 


I finish my call to my client and replace the phone, smiling 
up at Aiden. I’m in my home office, finalizing a new deal. I’m 
now a successful interior designer and it’s something I’ve 
achieved all by myself without needing a hand up from Dad. 
Although he has helped out with childcare. 


Dad moved over here after I had our first son, Donal, and is 
now retired and married to Nina, a woman he met in 
Aiden’s brothers bar. He’s the happiest I’ve ever seen him 
since Mom died, and he’s a great granddad. Him and Aiden 
are still the best of friends. 


The Killanneys have pretty much gone legit and now own a 
string of successful clubs and bars all over Ireland. I didn’t 


ask Aiden to make that move, but we both wanted an easier 
lifestyle for the kids. We still have a few years to wait until 
Donal hits puberty and we find out whether he can shift or 
not. I’m not worried...he has Aiden and his brothers to 
guide him through. 


“Are you busy?” Aiden asks, a cheeky twinkle in his eyes. I 
raise an eyebrow, knowing exactly what his motives are. 
The sex between us is still as hot as ever. 


“I have some paperwork to do, but I don’t have to go out 
today,” I say as he stands behind me and starts to massage 
my shoulders. One hand slides around my collarbone and 
then down into my bra. I gasp as he pinches a nipple. 


“T was thinking we should make the most of the time then 
while we’re both free and the kids are at school,” he 
suggests, kneading my breasts. They’ve gotten even bigger 
after two pregnancies and Aiden seems to love them all the 
more. 


“How were you thinking we could do that?” I ask teasingly. 
He bends down and nibbles at my neck, sending delicious 
shivers all down my spine. 


“How about I lift that skirt up, pull your panties down, bend 
you over this desk and ride you until you scream my name?” 
Aiden suggests in a rough tone. 


I smile up at him. 
“Now that, my love, sounds like a great idea...” 


As his cock slips into me and he buries a hand in my hair, 
tugging lightly, I let out a low moan of pleasure. I couldn’t 
be more content. 
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